

The Hiftorie of 

That were hislackies:I cried hum,and well, go to, 

But mat kt him not a word, O, he is as tedious 
As a tyred horfe, a railing wife, 

Worfe then afmoky houfe.I had rather line 
With cheefc and garlike in a Windmill far. 

Then feede on cates.and haue him falke to me. 

In any fummer houfe in Chriff-ndome. 

Mor. In faith he was a worthy Gentleman, 

Exceeding well read and profited 
In ftrange concealemcnts,valiant as a Lyon, 

And wondrous affable; sndasbountifull 
As mines of /ndiatfhall I te!lycu,coofcn, 

He holds your temper in a high refpeft, 

And curbs bimfelfe.euenof his naturall fcope, 

When you come croffe his humour, faith he does: 

/warrant you, that man is not aliue, 

Might fo haue tempted him, as you haue done. 

Without the tafte of danger and reproofe: 

But do not vfe it oft, let me intij at you. 

tVor. In faith.my Lord, you are too wilfi ll blame, . 

And fince your comming hither haue done enough 
To put him quite befides his patience: 

You muff needes learne,Lord,to amend this fault, 

Though fometimes it inew greatnefTe, courage, blood. 

And that’s the deareff grace it renders you : 

Yet often times rt doth prefent harfh rage, 

Dcfeft ofmanerSjWant of gouernment, 

Pride, hautmcfTc, opinion, and difdaine. 

The leaf! of which, hauling a nobleman, 

Lofeth mens hearts,and 1 aues behinde a ftaine 
Vpon the beautie of all parts befides, 

Beguiling them of commendation. 

Hoi. We!l,/am fchoold, good manners be yourfpeede, 
Here’tome your wiucs,and let vs take our leaue. 

Enter CjUndorvtr with the Ladies, ' 

Mor. This >s the deadly fpight that angers me, 

My wife can fpe.ike noEg!ifh,/no welfh. 

Cjlen. My daughter wcepcs, fhec’Ie not part with yoiv „i 
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Henry the fourth, 

afouldier too, fhee’letothe wars. 

Mor. Good father tell her, that fhe, and my Aunt Percy 

Shall )» Welfh, andfhe an fares 

him m the fame, 

A ^euiflf Life 1 v^ildelaar ^otric,' oncthatno perfwafion can dee 

good vp The Lady jpeak.es in W tiffs. 

Mor I vnderftand thy lookes,that prettie Welfh, 

Which thou powreft downe from thefe fuelling heauens, 

1 am too perfeft in, and but for fhame 
In fuch a parley fhould I anfwere thee. 

The Lady agame in W tljh. 

Mor. I vnderftand thy kiftcs,and thou mine. 

And that’s a feeling deputation: 

But I will neuer be a truant loue, 

Till I haue learn’d thy language, for thy tongue 
Makes Welfh as fwcctc as ditties highly pead, 

Sunobya fare Queene in a fummers bowre, 

With rauifhing diuifion to her lute. 

Glen. Nay,V you melt, then will fhe runne mad, 

‘ The Lady fakes aoaine tnJVelfh. 

Mor. O, I am ignorance it felfe in this. 

Glen. Sh. bids you on the wanton rufhes lay you downe. 
And reft your gentle head vpon her lap, 

And fhe will ling the fang that pleafeth you, 

And on your eyelids crowne the God of fleepe, 

Charmingyour bloud with plcafirighcauinefle, 

Making fuch difference twixt wake andfleepe, 

As is the difference betwixt day and night, 

Thehoure before the heauen’y harneft tceme 
Begins his golden progtellc r thcEaft. 

Mor. With ali my heart, 1 1 fit and hcare her fing, 

By that time will our hookc l hinkc be drawne, 

Glen. Dofo.andihof M 1 ft lomth t fhali play toyou. 

Hang in the ayrea tho fa*-;d le igu< s from hence, , 

And lfra^ht thev lh all be he;c .d. and attend. 



